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into the kitchen and sat there on a bench, her hands behind
her head.
"Jail wears one out after all/1 she said. "That accursed
idleness! Nothing could be worse! Sitting there like a
caged beast when you know there's so much to be
done!"
"Who will ever reward you for all that?" asked the
mother. Then, with a sigh, she supplied her own answer,
"No one but the Lord! But I suppose you don't believe in
Him either?"
"No," answered the girl shortly, with a shake of her
head.
"How can that be?" said the mother impulsively,
adding with deep conviction as she wiped the coal dust
off her hands on her apron, "You don't understand your
own faith. How could you live such a life if you didn't
believe in God?"
Suddenly someone stamped on to the porch with a low
mutter. The mother gave a start and the girl quickly
jumped to her feet.
"Don't open the door," she whispered. "If it's the gen-
darmes, you don't know who I am. I mistook the house in
the dark and fainted on the doorstep. You undressed me
and found the leaflets, understand?"
"You poor darling! Why should I say that?" asked the
mother, deeply touched.
"Wait a minute," said Sasha, listening at the door. "It
may be Yegor."
It was Yegor, all wet and panting with exhaustion.
"Got the samovar going I see! Nothing like a samovar
to cheer you up, mother! You here already, Sasha?"
He kept on talking without pause as he slowly pulled
off his heavy coat, filling the kitchen with the sound of his
raucous breathing.
"The authorities don't like this little lady, mother.
When the jail-keeper dared to insult her, she announced
a hunger strike until he apologised. For eight days she
didn't eat a thing, and so she all but departed from

